STRANGE INTERLUDE

Good morning.

(She gives a start and instinctively covers the letter
with her hand.)

NINA

Good morning.

(Thinking amusedly.)

If he knew what Pd just written . . . poor old Char-
He! ...

(Then indicating the letter he carries.)

I see you're an early correspondent, too.

MARSDEN

(With sudden jealous suspicion.)
Why did  she  cover it up  like that? . . . who's  she

writing to? ...
(Coming toward her.)

Just a line to Mother to let her know we've not all been
murdered by rum-bandits. You know how she worries.

NINA

(Thinking with a trace of pitying contempt)
Apron strings . . . still his devotion to her is touching
... I hope if mine is a boy he will love me as much . . .
oh, I hope it is a boy . . . healthy and strong and beautiful
. . . like Gordon! . . .

(Then suddenly sensing Marsderts curiosity - perfunc-
torily.)

Urn writing to Ned Darrell. I've owed him one for ages*
(She folds it up and puts it aside,)